RECOLLECTIONS OF A PLAYER
He was a delightful companion, and many times we turned up at a good place in Bleecker Street, kept by a Mrs. Rocket, and after a glass of ale there we would, night after night, visit a certain basement near Broome Street, and there have coffee and cakes for twenty cents, Chip footing the bill one night and I the next. I shall always remember him with kindness 5 he was the first friend I had in New York. I fear I was rather ungrateful, for I began to plot how I might rid myself of his company, terminate our joint attentions in seeing Miss Phillips home, and convince the lady that a single escort was all-sufficient, and that escort myself. So, one evening, "screwing my courage to the sticking-point," I approached her and asked to be permitted to see her home. "Why," she said, "I thought you had been doing so for some time." "Oh, yes," I replied ; "but please don't have Chip." She would not at first consent to his dismissal, but as Mr. Chippindale was a married man with a family, and, I think, began to see how the land lay with me, he soon after 91 was
